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to play, to have fun. Above all he wanted to laugh, not
gently or delicately, but uproariously. Like most native
Californians he was informal, hated starchy people and
starchy ideas and preconceived prejudices, was intolerant of
the bonds of tradition, enjoyed being a vigorous iconoclast.
Like California's Spanish predecessors his home was a
sanctuary, open to all wayfarers, high or humble; no man
was turned away without a meal, a drink, a night's lodging.
He was happiest when twenty guests sat down to partake
of his food. Like these Spanish predecessors he wanted space
about him, could not stand to be cramped, had to be lord of
a domain so vast it took him days to ride across his holdings.

Like the gold miners who opened up California, he
despised money because it could be made so easily and in
such large quantities, and squandered it to show the world
how little he was its slave. He was prodigal with the riches
of his land, his brain, his purse, his friendship. Like most
Californians he wanted to do everything at the top of his
might: work, play, laugh, love, relax, conquer, create.
He was independent, self-willed, difficult to lead around by
the nose; moody, volatile, often ornery, pig-headed,
tempestuous, sadistic. Like most native Californians he
despised mental and physical cowardice, had great personal
courage. "He had the guts of a bear," said Ira Pyle; "he
would plough into anybody or anything." Like most native
Californians he thought himself a pioneer, a trail-blazer,
a creator of a new and better civilisation. Since everything
around him was so strong and so vast and so rich, He had
boundless confidence in himself, positive that everything that
sprang from the California soil was the greatest on earth.

Living in so fertile and spontaneous a countryside he too
was spontaneous, flaring quickly to new ideas, new en-
thusiasms, to love or anger. He worshipped beauty and
nature because he was surrounded by such magnificent
natural beauty. Impatient, reckless, charged with im-
petuosity, swagger, and exaggeration, he had in him a love
for primitive crudity and emotion; but living in the midst
of romantic scenery and opulence his red-blooded violence
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